Uday Narayan Singh 'Nachiketa’' 


You 


Your words, 

tired, 

tattered, 

unsure 

enter into my heart 


Your warm hands 

hold me 

as a heated pan 

on which I don’t know what 
burns 

bubbles 

get cooked up 


In this blazing fire 

there is you 

there’s me 

and are the branches of the wishing tree 
swinging afar like one of grandma’s tales 


Today 

in this hearth of mine 

are baked 

all the ten sides 

mistaken allies—full of confusion 
nine months of long wait for fruition 
stories of 

our pride 

and conceiving 

of five seasons 

of the sixth sense 

in a melody of ease 

played on a rhythm bewildered 


at the setting of the late sun 

in this bare invision 

there’s you 

there’s me 

and only the wishing tree visible 
the rest is all empty 

desolate 

lonesome 

trailing unto my heart. 


An Old Love 


A very old love of mine 

appeared today and stood before me 
asking for the price of each of my songs 
which I had, long ago, without her asking 
handed over to her upto the last line 
gifted away to her name 


From behind a few-year-old road 

appears my old love 

and engages me in a question-answer streak; 
but when did I learn at all 

how to ask queries or to find a quip 

in the school of nature? 


But she won’t listen to me, 

my old love— 

ever ready 

to punish me for each passing day 


She knows now, my old love, 

Ihave power no more in my arms 

to sing what I could’ve said in words; 

knows that my tale of love is now 

contained between textbooks and pages of history 


Having shrunk, my old love 
is asking me the hardest of queries— 


126/Indian Literature : 189 


it tells me— Use all the old words in sentences 
Warns—Your syntax is at fault; 

Add it, repair, reprove my dear! 

Says— Check if all what you say is true or false! 
Asks me to explain, elaborate 

on the point she is making! 


But I too have become a lot clever, 
eye-sight no more unclear as before; 
steps do not trip any more 

forcing my hand to look for her support; 
eyes can now read 

the pain of the metre octave 

ears can measure now 

the celibacy of a pure symphony 

my blood has now known 

the planned barbarity of algebra 


A lot cleverer have I become; 

my writ now runs large and far. 

I speak with discretion now! 

Even when I do, never in the past tense 
My steps move up to the future of the doom- 
as yet unknown unheard nor seen! 

I think very little now; 

even when I do 

I think about facts, ficts, figures of speech! 
My philosophy moves towards a feeling 
neither stated nor translated as yet; 


All other things 

fade out 

in a haze, every thing— 

the river-bank 

the hide-out across the cane-field 
the hired labour in the wilderness 
and the old love! 
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The Questions 


Was this the night of doom immobile? 

Was this the song so endless wild? 

Could you read the lines of my poem agile? 
Is this the day of the world’s end 

which prompt n’ tickles me to God-send 
the long-lost body or a boat divine? 


What a poor temporary feeling is this? 
Was this a sleep full of pain or a bliss? 
Could this be the river of love no end? 
Is this a mind restless pretend? 

Were they the tears and false horrend— 
the long-lost line of a poem benign? 


Translated from Maithili by the Poet 
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